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Part I of Sarasvatichandra is styled Budhidhan-no
K&rabhnra, The Administration of Buddhidhan. Sarasvati-
chandra, son of a rich merchant in Bombay and himself a
young lawyer, is lost between sentimentality and intel-
lectual restlessness. He is inspired by love for his fiancee,
Kumud, but is afraid to fight for it. Instigated by his
step-mother, his father reprimands him for his fondness
for Kumud; and the hyper-sensitive young man leaves
home and bride to embark on an aimless journey under an
assumed name. On his disappearance, the sweet and
accomplished Kumud is married to the stupid and dissolute
son of Buddhidhan, a high official in Suvarnapura. Curio-
sity to see how Kumud reacts to her new situation drives
the hero to visit Suvarnapura under the name of Navin-
chandra. Once he is there, accident brings him into
contact with Buddhidhan, whose hospitality he accepts.
His identity, however, remains undetected.

Buddhidhan is a statesman of the old school, highly
practical, but not devoid of idealism. He has raised his
friend Bhupsinh to the gadl of Suvarnapura and is carry-
ing on extensive intrigues to remove the old minister,
Shathray, from office. Ultimately, he succeeds in tricking
Shathray out of office after the approved fashion of old
Kathiavada. The intrigues are narrated hurriedly anc
in disregard of their dramatic possibility. The easy going
proclivities of Shathray's womenfolk provide some spies
situations entirely unrelieved by romance or humour.

The central theme is simple but elaborately worked
out The lovers meet under the roof of Buddhidhan.
Sarasvatichandra's presence in the house makes Kumud,
whom he has forced into an unhappy marriage, doubly
wretched. Tragic in her dignity and self restraint, she
seeks him at midnight to make a last appeal not to waste
his life in aimless wandering. Her pathetic struggle with
herself is the great feature of the book. Her appeal in
verse runs thus:

The water which once rose to the sky has returned to the earth: the
happiness of the unlucky is foredoomed to an early end. For a moment, ii
looked glorious, just when it shone with the reflected hues of the flying eagle,
No wonder that the glory was short-lived. But, lordly eagle, yours is to soai
Sn high heavens, Fly away from the earth to which you have come: This is